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The Tragedieof 

What power the Duke of Yorke had lcuied there. 

Then with dircdionsj to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgofthe Duke o (Htrford, boy | 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I d id remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer inmy life did looke on him. 

North. Then learnc to know him now, this is the Duke. 
H. P. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies ihall ripen and confirme 
To moreapproued feruiceand defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be lure, 

I count my lelfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends : 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, • 

It Ihall be ftillthy true loues recompencc, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus fealtfsft. 
North. How fitrre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepcs good old Yqrke therewith his menof Warrc? 

H. P. T here Hands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I haue heard; 

And in it are theLords of Yorke, Barkley , and Seymor , 
None elfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rcjfe and Willoughby , 
Bloudy with fpurring,fierie red with haft. 

Bui. W elcome my Lords, I wot your loue piirlues 
' A banifht Traitour : all my treafurie 
is yet but vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht. 

Shall be yourloueand labours recom pence. 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 
Wil. And farrefurmounts our labour toattaine it. 

Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant fortune comes to y cares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomesheere l 
Nor. It is my Lord of Barkeley, as I guelle, 

Barck. My Lord of Herford, my mclfage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwere is to Laneafier, 

And I am come tofeeke that name in England, 

And 


10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


illll.jJil.ll 


60 


70 


80 


90 


lllllllllll 


100 110 120 130 140 150 160 


Richard the Seconds 

And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Beforclmake reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake menot my Lord, t’is not my meaning 
To race onetitlc of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will, 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

The Duke of York?) to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our natiue peace with lelfe-borne ArmesJ 
Bui. I ihall not need ttanlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perlon : My noble Vnckle 1 
Yorke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. My grac ; ous Vnckle J 

• Yorke. Tut,tut,graceme no grace, nor Vncklemeno 
I am no traitours V nckle* and that word Grace ( V nckle, 
In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane: 

Why haue thole baniiht and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a dull of Suglands ground i 
But more then why l Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofomc, 

Fryting herpalc-facde Villages with Warre, 

And oftentation of deipifed Armes l 

Comft thou bec^ufe tn’annoynted King is hence ? 

Why fooliih boy, the King is left behind. 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power ; 

Were 1 but now Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the Blackc Prince that young Mars of men. 

From foorth the rancks ofmany thoufands French, 

O then how quickly fliould this arme of mine. 

Now prifoner to the Paulfey, chaftife thee. 

And miniftercorredion to thy fault 1 
Bui. My gracious V nckle, let me know my fault, 

On what condition ftands it, and wherein l 
Yorke . Euen in condition of the worft degree. 

In grofte rebellion, and deteftedtreafon : 

Thou art a baniiht man, andheereartcome, 
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